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whom it was easy and necessary to admire but very hard to
love. Bid they indeed march, in anger against Kings, in
indignation at misgoyernment, in thirst for this thing called
Freedom?

Axel von Fersen, watching the bronzed faces jog past Mm,
wished that he himself could feel some such thirst for an
abstraction. The marching men were happier than he, knowing
what they wanted, and content to be starved and maimed and
killed rather than return to comfort without it. He had
wandered out of a tent, and must now wander back, because
he did not know whether or not he was in love with a woman
he could never have.